


1 jMfcj ii 




lit 


SI# 


: 11 


9 1 The Tragedy of O tliello 

Found in the pocket of the flame Roderigt ; 

And here another j the one of them imp ji ts 
The death of Cap to, to be vndertooke by Rodericro „ 

Oth, O villaine, 

Caf. Moft heathenifli,and moft grofle. 

Led. Nowheres another difeontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too, and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to hiue fentthis damned villaine, 

But that belike , Iago in the interim 
Caine in,and fatisiied him. 

Oth , O the pernicious catidfe » 

How came you Caff to by a handkerchicfe 
That was my wifes ? 

Caf. I found it in my chamber ; 

And. be himfeife confeft it but euen now, 

Thar there he dropt it,for afpeciall purpofe. 

Which wrought to his defire, 

Oth. O foo!e ; foole,foolc. 

Caf. There is befides in Redcrigsts letter. 

How he obraidcs lago .that he made him 
Braue me vponthe watch whereon it came. 

That I was caft ; and euen but no w he (pake. 

After long Teeming dead, lago hurt him, 

JagoCct him on. 

Lod. You muftforfske thisroome,and goc with vs, 
Y our power and your command is taken off, 

• And Cafsio rules in Cyprtu : For this flauc, 
Ifthcrebeany cunning cruelty, 

That can torment him much, and hold him long, 

It (ball be his s You fliall xtlofc prifoner reft, 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two before you goe ^ 

I haoc done the State fome ieruice,and they know’t s 
No more of that : I pray you in your letter?. 

When you (hall thefc vnlucky deeds relate, 

Speake of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 

Nor fee downe ought in malice s then you naaft fpeake. 




the Moore of Venice. 
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Ofonc that lou'd not wifely,but too well « 

Of one not eafily icalous.but being wrought,, 
perplext in the extreame : of one whole hand. 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearlc away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe iubdued eyes. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting moode. 

Drop tcares,as fift as the jirabian trees 
Their medicinall gum : Set you downe this j 
And fay befides,that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a Turband T urke, 

Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State ; 

I tookcbi’ththroate the circumcifed dog, 

And fmote him thus. _ He fobs him fife. 

Lod. O bloody period, 

Gra. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. Ikiftthceerelkildthee, nowaybutthwj 
Killing my felfe,to dye vpon a kifle. He diet, 

Caf. This did I fcare,but thought he had no weapon, 
For he was great of heart, 

Lod. O Spartane dog, 

More fell then anguith, hunger, or the Sea. 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed, 

This is thy worke ; the obieft poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : 0<ifM»*,keepe the houfc. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernour,’ 
Remaines the cenfure of this hellifli villaine. 

The ti me, the plac«,the torture ; O enforce it. 

My felfe will (trait aboard, and bo the State, 

Thisheauy aft with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt emeu 
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